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Who Do You Send to Arrest The Police 


Author's Notes: 
Reality is questionable .. so is this. The answers might be ‘yes’ ... or ‘no: 


Be Warnified: Contains drug-use past any reasonable expiration date (if any) .. Legends in spiritual form .. the 
occasional naughty word .. big balls .. The Munchies .. Violence .. misuse of musical instruments .. unsafe 
electrical rigging .. and borrowed (though only loosely referred to) characters created by a much better 


author than l. 


~ plus half the audience are so fucked up on drugs or so busy fucking that they might not have even noticed 


what went on. 


"Who Do You Send to Arrest The Police" 


Sitting in a deep leather chair in front of the fireplace, Pete Townshend heard the clock strike midnight. He set 
aside his Gibson accoustic .. and began to tell to those seated in the mixed halflight and shadows of this room 


a story he had never told anyone: 


"It was 1968 when | had a bit of a freak-out and decided to swear off LSD .. in spite of the fact that it had 
helped me tremendously with my creative process in writing songs for The Who. | had a significant portion of 
my vision for LifeHouse by way of alternative mental chemistry. And .. with the exception of a few special 
occasions ..| held to that .. for years." 


Pete fished idly in his breast pocket for a slim silver case, taking out a neat white joint, and lighting it .. 
confident in the patience of those listening in the shadows. In the darkest corner of the room, Pete could hear 
the Gunslinger rolling another cigarette. The cold outside the house seemed to come down and close in .. the 
fire becoming an island of comfort from the wind whipping around the window casings. Pete exhaled .. and 


resumed his tale. 


"A few years ago | woke from a dream, knowing | had been visited by Meher Baba. He told me to come down 
to the library and check inside a dusty book | hadn't read in decades ... So | did. It took me maybe twenty 
minutes looking through all the titles lined up, but | pulled the brown hardback out, a collected works of HG. 
Wells .. | blew off the dust, and flipping through the pages, | saw a small slip of paper that had been left there 
~.a folded wax paper sheaf containing two hits of acid .. brown spirals. 


| recognized it .. | mean, anyone would who'd actually seen some .. unless they took it at the time, then it'd be 
debatable whether they'd remember anything .. or whether their memories would be reliable; pink elephants on 
parade and wot not. Anyway .. it was two hits of the imfamous ‘Brown Acid’ from 1969 .. Woodstock ... they 
kept going on the P.A. imploring the half a million hippies not to take the shit. Nobody knew where it came from 
.. but it was supposed to be bad stuff. | had NO Idea how it got into a book in my house, but there it was. 


Meher Baba had said in my dream that another Bodhisattva needed to speak to me, and that | would find the 
way to help him in HG. Wells. | put the tabs down on the billiard table and pulled up a chair to think .. then 
poured a drink to think some more. | didn't want to do it .. but | didn't know what else it could mean. Along 
about 4 o'clock in the morning, | set my drink aside, sat down in .. it was this same fucking chair .. and let the 
two tabs melt on my tongue. 


| waited to feel something .. watching the edges of my perception and the objects in the room, wondering if the 
now Ancient tabs of LSD were still any good .. or any BAD .. but just as | was doubting, the colors in the room 
all began to take on an amber tinge. Then | heard far off chimes that seemed to bend notes, like someone put 
a whammy bar on a grandfathers clock . or tuning forks that kept getting shorter while you held them. The 
chimes got louder . or closer. The billiard table started to tip and the ceiling and floor slid counter-clockwise til 
they exchanged places and became a big burgundy and yellow yin yang . which then . the colors transformed 
to a black and red yin yang, rotating below me .. or in front of me . there was no up or down | was falling 
toward it as it turned .. bright multi-colored paisleys spun off that seemed alive, like enormous protozoa .. and 
bits of office furniture and sporting goods fell into the paisley and disappeared in little puffs of grey dust or 
smoke. And tiny, near the surface was a human figure sitting in the lotus position, like a golden Buddha . 
moving up from the surface towards me with light behind him . and when he got near enough, | recognized 


that it was David Bowie. 


| knew that Bowie had died a few years before ...| lose track of how long it's been now .. but there he was, 
looking just as he did in life . only golden and glowing . and looking at me with a . well .. a serious kind of smile. 
He said .. "Things are happening in the worlds, Peter. Forces are seeking to harm much and unmake many of 
the good things that we've done .. change the course of rock and roll .. change the course of history. Harm 
awaits multitudes in many worlds and dimensions if these forces are not thwarted. There is one fight for you 


to lead. | know you will accept. | know you will know what to do." 
| was full of questions . but | answered, ‘| accept -- 


‘Acceptance is the stepping stone .. across troubled waters .. beyond which enlightenment awaits: the 
Bodhisattva Bowie spoke. ‘Stop the black orb and protect your legacy .. and you will find other Waters to help 
bring LifeHouse into this world Now Go: 


And as soon as he said that, my body turned to water, and | fell past him like a waterfall toward the huge 
turning red and black yin yang .. and quickly | saw that | was heading straight into the center of the red side .. 
toward the black dot which seemed to grow to become a yawning canyon of darkness . a deep hole in reality. | 
fell like rain into blackness .. darkness .. and when all was dark, | opened my eyes .. and | was myself again .. my 
self as | was in 1969 .. but with all my long life's thoughts still in my head. My mind had traveled back to 
August IT, 1969 ... back to inhabit my own head at 5:00am on the Sunday morning we .. The Who ... took the 
stage at Woodstock, to play until dawn 


| recognized the smell immediately. You never realize how deeply smells embed themselves in our memories . 
but the unique blend of pot smoke, patchouli, sweat, mildew, mud and . the distant hint . the smell of horses 
on the night air. | knew exactly where | was, and when. The fellows and | were there below the stage .. getting 
ready to mount the stairs. John turned to me to make some remark, and | reflexively hugged him. | had not 


seen him alive in so long, | was overwhelmed by how much | had missed him. 


He just asked, ‘Are you alright?" And turning to see what was up, Moonie appeared close over John's shoulder, 
and | grabbed him into the hug as well. | held them like that .. probably an awkward twenty seconds .. wanting 
to say things. But | just let them free of my grasping arms without the cliche’ things people say .. when things 
like this .. which never happen ... .. Happen. 


‘lam fine, | said . ‘Never better .. never better’ And | was aware that Roger was there at my elbow, and | 
felt his golden locks and ran the leather fringe on his fabulous jacket through my fingers. | just smiled at him, 
‘you look nice tonight too, Roger: 


The moment passed .. | got a grip on myself after seeing my long departed friends alive again .. and we started 
up the stairs. Then we all heard those strange chimes again .. the ones | heard on my way here. And then we 
could hear the crowd responding to something up on stage .. something unexpected. The fellows turned and 
looked to me questioningly .. something weird was happening. Then our roadies came bouncing down the stairs in 


a panic .. 


‘A door opened up on stagel' one of them said to me, as the fellows leaned in to hear. ‘There's another band up 


there. They came out of nowhere! 


Then we heard a voice over one of the microphones .. another Brit. ‘Hello, Woodstock. We're The Police’ it said, 
‘We've come a long way to be Next To You: Then they started playing a song that had never been heard 

before in 1969 .. but | knew it really well. ‘Next To You off their Outlandos d'Amour album .. a song that wasn't 
supposed to be a song for nearly ten years. | knew this was it .. What Bowiesattva had sent me back to do. He 


said | would know what to do. 


‘Come on lads! | said loudly to John, Keith, and Roger, ‘Somebody's jumpin’ the queue. Those are OUR 
instruments up there. Lets TAKE THE STAGE! And | ran up the stairs, never doubting that the three were 
right behind me. After the first two stairs, | realized .. | could FEEL my young body, how light | was, and quick, 
no stiffness in my muscles .. no pain in my joints. An old man gets used to pain in every act .. every move. 


Now in my young body | mounted them THREE at a time like | had wings . the lads roaring behind me. 


The Police were maybe 40 seconds into their song when we burst out on stage right. There was a large, 
heavy-looking door attached to nothing, standing open . some portal in space and time they had come through. 
From the look of their clothes, | guess now they came through from around 1980. | didn't pause to inspect the 
door or their fashion .. | just launched myself at Sting. He was nearest. 


Sting took off the bass and dropped it, turning to face me and backing up, his microphone stand tipping over. 
Moonie shot past me, headed for Andy Summers with a loud ‘WHOOOQOHO0000! | took a swing at Sting and 
missed, he dipped lithely under my fist and came up with his own right in my liver. Damn him ... it was like he 
instinctively knew my weakest spot at that time in my life. | doubled over and backed up a step, as Sting 
danced away. 


Roger, right behind me stepped in a wet spot on stage that had become electrified by Sting's microphone cord, 
let out a grunting cry as the volts ran through him, and he fell unconcious. The mic had shorted out with a 


flash of sparks backstage, Roger fell in the water, but luckily the mic was dead now. 


| roared, ‘Nobody Shocks My Monkey! and redoubled my pursuit of Sting. A great crash to my left indicated 
John was plowing Stewart Copeland out of the drum kit like a Bull, not an Ox. Moonie lept with a mad laugh and 
carried Summers backwards onto the rough plywood surface of the stage, the guitar skittering free. | closed 
with Sting, but only managed a hard bruising blow to his left shoulder and a glancing left to his temple before 
he tagged me again, this time in the nose. It didn't break, but it started bleeding. 


Profanity was streaming out of Andy Summers, and in spite of being on his back, he was scrapping with fists | 
could hear were landing hard. Moonie just kept laughing like a lunatic, and | heard the shredding sound of gaffer 
tape .. | don't know if Moon had the tape already on him, or if it rolled out from under the drum kit as John 
and Copeland boomed and crashed behind it. Moon was wrapping the tape around Andy Summer's right wrist 
and arm, and as Summers tried to get out from under him, Moonie's impossibly fast hands passed the roll of 
tape around Summers’ waist ... like a spider spinning silk around an angry hornet that had been snagged in his 


web. 


Sting seemed to think he was winning. He HAD landed the best blows, and | was bleeding. He grinned and stepped 
lightly with his back arrogantly to the edge of the stage. | could have simply pounced and shoved him 
backwards into the watching throng, but | herded him back the way we had come, toward stage right .. back 
toward the big looming doorway they'd come through. | didn't want to lose him into the crowd, nor kill him in a 


fall. | WAS advancing, and he WAS backing away. 


Over his shoulder, | could see for the first time into the portal they had come through .. a black orb was 
sitting on a mosaic floor in a kind of solarium, and there was amber daylight .. either sunrise or sunset | could 
not tell, but it was still dark of night here at Woodstock, and the stage lights were following the action A 
spotlight was chasing John and Copeland as they grappeled, shoved, and pummeled one another, still grunting 
and knocking into things, neither able to get the upper hand. Copeland had a longer reach, so John was in close 
working his ribs with his stone fists. 


Sting jumped at me and | deflected a left jab, but he came around with a right hook that landed hard on my 
cheek .. rang my bell. My anger shot up, and | let out an enraged battle cry. 


‘That hurt, did it? he sneered, ‘You going to cry about it? 


| lept at him, closing the distance between us with one high parabolic arc. | came down with a right fist that 
took him viciously in the mouth, splitting his lip and cutting my knuckles on his teeth. 


‘Im singing this note, cause it fits in well with the ASS I'm KICKING, | stormed, punctuating the syllables with 

three more punches, one to his stomach, and two to his head .. he may have been unconsious before the last 
punch landed. He flopped down on the stage like a tied-off cloth sack of pole-axed eels. | could see black energy 
starting to glow .. a sort of ‘anti-glow' coming from the shiny black orb inside the gateway .. like it sensed it's 


plan for invading Woodstock was faltering. | could Feel its anger. 


Moonie had wrapped the gaffer tape around Andy Summers till he was hogtied, legs and right hand bound in 
grey-silver sticky straps. He had only his left hand free, but Moonie had wrapped tape around that hand so his 
thumb was trapped against his own palm . making his one remaining limb little more than a flipper or a 
flagellum. Moonie abandoned the still haplessly struggling guitarist to help John, who needed something to tip 
things his way . Copeland was a Monster in battle .. even if John Entwistle was a dauntless Beast. 


| shot another look at the black orb, which seemed to be sending out tentacles of blackness toward OUR side 
of the doorway, and moved quickly to help John and Moonie finish the last of them, but with his legs 
connected by a loudly unspooled strip of gaffer tape, John overbalanced Copeland onto Moonie where he 


crouched, and pounded him unconsious with blows to the face . maybe one or two more that was called for, 


but The Who never half-does anything. 


‘Let's clean this mess up. We've got a show to do; | barked. | grabbed Sting's limp body by his ankles and 

dragged him toward the door. | whipped him so he slid through the passage onto the mosaic floor and came to 
a stop close beside the black sphere. John and Moonie had picked up the unconscious Copeland and dumped him 
through the threshold between space and time. The tentacles of black energy were thickening and reaching out 


onto stage, trying to push us away from the door. 


| grabbed Andy Summers by his remaining unbound arm and dragged him over near the door. Andy had one 
eye swollen closed, the other looking around, the only one of his band still conscious. John bent, grabbed him up 


by his belt buckle with one strong arm, and bowled him through the doorway with a gruff, ‘Bon Voyage: 


| don't know why . but | knew we needed to close the door quickly to end this invasion. | started pushing it 
closed, but the black tentacles of swirling energy pushed against my effort. John and Moonie joined me shoving 
. soon with all our might . but the harder we pushed the stronger the tentacles seemed to become . actually 
pushing us back. Our shoes slid backward on the plywood, inch by inch. Longer tentacles were reaching out 
toward the edge of the stage .. quickly half a dozen seemed to be yearning to touch the crowd, to share it's 
darkness and perhaps take the multitude of peaceful people into its thrall as it had taken The Police. We 


struggled in vain to force the door closed. 


It was Moonie who somehow realized what needed done. From somewhere in the twilight realm of his own not- 
so-secret lunatic mind, he realized that here, with his shoulder hard against this unyielding door, he was just a 
small man .. but nearby was a means of becoming a preternatural creature of great power. He left John and 


me on the door and walked across the stage to sit down behind the drumkit. 


‘Moonie! . What are you doing? | shouted, but without a word, he took up his sticks, pounded the base drum 


four times, and erupted in a furious torrential drum solo that ranged over the kit in a quick rhythm. 


To my amazement, light blasted out of the drums .. out of Moonie. A red light streamed out from the 
epicenter of this glorious percusive tirade, directly toward us and the door, and to my amazement, | saw the 
black tentacles flinch and slightly shrink, as if stung by the red light from Moonie's drums. The door inched a 
bit closer to being closed .. but then the resistance from the black energy stiffened and held us again at bay, 
in spite of the pain Moonie was inflicting. 


We fought with the door another 30 seconds before John also abandoned it. His bass was only a few steps 
away, and it was still plugged in. He left my side, leaving me to shove on the door alone, but when he slung the 
bass across his shoulder, his fingers pulled out his Own tirade .. laying down bass licks like only he could ... and 
blue light shot out of the neck of his instrument like a longbarreled shotgun of musical energy, which he 
quickly turned to aim at the black tentacles, blasting them apart with every thundering thrum. He ran through 
his inimitable licks like a Wizard pulling out all the most powerful charms and hexes in his spell book .. and as 


ever, the look of almost dispassionate calm was on his kingly face. 


New tentacles replaced the ones that John blew apart with his blue light, and Moonie's red light wilted them, 
but could not destroy or stop them. | kept pushing, but still there was a couple of feet of open door, and the 
long tentacles reaching for the crowd were many and thick with darkness. | knew | needed to join the other two 


~ to join the fight Properly. 


| turned and leaped .. leaving the tentacles to push the door wide open once more. | crossed the stage in three 


long bounding steps, tentacles uncurling after me. | scooped up my guitar, strapped on, and let out an F chord 


that shot out a white silver light that made the tentacles writhe in pain and recoil .. then renewed trying to 
reach me. | windmilled a C followed immediately with with a resounding B flat. More light blasted from me and 
my guitar .. my bloody knuckles from the fight spattered my strings, and | repeated the chords .. ‘F -- C, B 
ae FG Bcc bo Gy Diet 


‘.. | didn't plan it ... | wasn’t thinking that way at the moment .. but the chords | layed out to defeat darkness 
were the bold notes of ‘Baba O'Riley’ that was .. well ..| hadn't quite finished writing in 1969. One thing that was 
indisputable ... with Moon's ferocious drums cycling every second, and John's bass thruming powerfully .. The 
forces of darkness were no match for ‘Baba O'Riley: The tentacles reaching for the crowd were blasted away . 
severed with each note and melted into smoke in the onslaught of shockwaves from the drum. The red, blue, 
and white silver energy from our combined instruments drove the black tentacles back inside the portal .. and 
with a few more bars of ‘F -- C, B..." .. the last tentacles pulled the door closed .. sealing that dark object in 


whatever future or other dimention it inhabited. 


We three looked at eachother .. catching our breath. Roger stirred like sleeping beauty and pushed himself up 
on one elbow to gaze around at us. The crowd cheered, obviously not sure of what they had been watching .. 
but they knew it was spectacular, and that they'd never seen anything like it. | stepped to the mic still standing 
at stage left and spoke. 


‘Sorry ‘bout that. WE . Are The Who! The crowd cheered us. '.. Be careful with that brown acid: | added. 


Roger got up and took a bow for the cheering crowd . and without another word, we started the set we had 
planned for Woodstock .. beginning with John's "Heaven and Hell.” That one John sings the first stanzas, so it 
gave Roger another few moments to get some of his bearings before joining in with the harmonies. After the 
first verse, | felt a strangeness .. as my consciousness that had been visiting my younger self .. seemed to 
expand and shine out of my eyes .. come out in my voice .. and move out over the sea of humanity listening 
to us in the early twilight of the coming dawn .. | felt them listening to us .. felt them breathing .. heard them 
singing our own music back to us .. and we were all one .. the band .. the audience .. the coming day .. and | 
flew up from Woodstock .. looking down at the lighted stage and all the people gathered round it .. until | was 
high enough to see the first edge of the sun's disc breaking over the distant curve of the earth ... 


and my eyes peered from under my heavy lids .. and saw daylight coming through the curtains in the 
library. | was back in my house in my leather chair .. the billiard table was back on four legs as | had left it. 
HG. Wells was open on top .. and the only thing that seemed different in the room .. other than it was now late 
afternoon and | was famished .. was the 8-ball parked near the corner pocket at the far end of the table .. and 
| wondered, with a sense of forboding, what dark works the black orb had been about after we stopped it at 
Woodstock. 


